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Stirbitch-Fair. 


STIRBITCH-FAIR. 
A Mock - Heroick- PO E M: 
In Five CAN TO's. 


Canro I. 
ar dire Offence roſe ſrom a trivial Thing, 
WS Wh: great Diſaſter, Heav'n-born- Goddeſs, fing: 
This is to ManLt1ius Vindication due, 
This Maz1ana may vcuchſaſe to view; 


pe oy refule a Treat ? 
And tho' our Ny men, from native Climate flown, 
Shares, and augments, the Pleaſures of the + Town ; 
Yer happy Cambridge, yet, thine envyd Earth, 

" 


No w the third Quarter of the rolling Year 
Was juſt begun, and Stirbiteb-Fair drew near: 
And now our beauteous Heroine intends 
To make a Vifit, to her Cambridge Friends : 
Much their repeated Letters move the Maid, 
Much the Diverſions of the Time perſwade : 
Now Gallantry *mongſt Sophiſters is found, 
And Mufick-booths appear on Attick- Ground. 
B Hs 


* The tres * Lines are * 7 out of the Rape of the Lock. 
T Lenden. 


STIRBITCH-FAIR: 
HZ = Footman haſt'ning with an eager Pace, 
In the Stage-Coach ſecures an early Place : 
| ' The time paſt on — to-morrow is the Day, 
When Mariana muſt no longer ſtay. 


2 


| soon 2s the Morn diſpeſbd the Clouds of Night, 
| And gave new Birth to the returning Light, 

| The Maid awak'd her, by her own Command, 

| And gently jogg'd her with a careful Hand; 

Th' affrighted Nymph ttares round her with Surprize, 

And rubs, with both her Hands, her half-ſhut Eyes; 

1 Scolds at the Maid, for calling her ſo ſoon 

i Unus'd at other times to riſe till Noon. 

At length, when ſhe had learnt with much ado, 

This was the Morning ſhe deſign'd to go; 

Aſter one half hour's ſoſt indulg'd Repole, 

Like Venus, flariing from the Sea, ſhe roſe, 

Put on her trav'ling Hoop, and huddi'd on her Cloaths. 
Her Mother, now was up, with Grief oppreſt, 

A thouſand Cares were lab'ring in her Breaſt : 

Soon as ſhe roſe, ſhe to her Daughter ran, 


| 


Hung on her Hand, and fighing, thus began. R 
1 q 
A T thou teſolv'd then, Mantana, fay, H 

I can't command, but yet I wiſh you'd ſtay: 
For ſure this Dreſs, and little Hoop, ſorbode, . 


( Your conſtant Fellow-trav'lers on the Road,) 
' That you're reſolv'd, obdurate, to be gone, 
; And leave me here, diſconſolate, alone. 
Not that I grieve becauſe Pm leſt behind, 
4 Or envy you — ſute that wou'd be unkind. 
But, when 1 think to what a Place you go, 
It rende my Heart, and ſtrikes my Soul with Woes 


» 


STIRBITCH-FAIR. 


For there, a thouſand blooming Youths you'll meet, 
Like Demi-Gods they move along the Street : 

And thou art young! then have a ſpecial care, 
Beware of all, but moſt of theſe beware. 

And think again, to what an Houſe thou goeſt, 
An Houſe, where lives a celebrated Toaft : 

Her Company will ſpoil, or what is worſe, 

Mike you the Object of ſome Scribler's Verſe ; 
May you not find this verify'd too foon, 

And grow like her Immortal in Lampoon. 


Ou ns beſides, of a portentous kind, 
Dreadful ariſe, to my affrighted Mind ; 
Such as the braveſt Spirits might appall, 
You paſs them by, but I obſerv'd them all. 
A China Bowl, on yonder Table ſteod, 
The Bowl capacious, and the China good; 
ſa which your Dear, Dear Father, when alive, 
Usd to drink Punch. (but why do I ſurvive, ) 
In which the Parſon, give the Man his due, 
His drank his. Share, and chriſten'd Children too. 
But now no longer put to Chriſtning's Uſe, 
No longer conſcious of the Lemon Juice : 
Uamoy'd it ſtood ; till you, with whisking Gown 
Heedleſs ruſh'd by, alas! and ſwept it down. 


You little Dog too, as you left the Room 
ln haſte, preparing, down the Stairs to come, 
(Remark this Omen) in your Paſſage lay, 

And with his Body ſeem'd to croſs your way: 
You took no Notice of unhappy * Prue / 
Ne'er bid your little Bed fellow adieu, 
but preſt his Leg with 2 regardleſs Shoe. 
B 2 
* Mariana's Lap dog, 


* 


An 


9 ” 
— * 
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4 STIRBITCH-F AIX. 
An hundred Omens jointly do conſpire, 

Add to all thete, your Mother's fond Deſire. 

Thus much the faid -—— and ended with a fgh, 
And thus her beauteous Daughter made reply. 


Tu muſt the Effects of your diſtemper d Mind, 
1 Make me thus waking, real Torments find. 
1, too, had Dreams, but not ſach Dreams as thoſe; 
I dreamt of Coffee-boths, and ſquare-capt-Beaus ; 
1 Ot Joys, which none can tell but thoſe who love, 
| Such Joy*, as waking I cou'd wiſh to prove. 
Here, dear Mamma, I might for ever live, 
And ne'er receive, nor the leaſt Favours give: 
But there a Toaſt —— for how ſhou'd I eſcaps, 
Handſome enough, and ſamething of a Shape. 
What if one ſingle Bow] has gone aſtray, 
That ſingle Bowl with hundreds I'!] repay : 
High as the Cieling, Pyramid's I'll raiſe, 
Of + 's China, Trophies of my Praiſe. 
** Tho" you, and Prue herſelf, oppoſe my way, 
Tu break thro* all, impatient of Delay: 
Tu act my Parts, though ev'ry Step I take 
Makes the Room tremble, and the China ſhake. 
This faid ſhe ruſht impetuous to the Gate, 
Wiilful, and blind to her approaching Fate: 
Then mounts the Coach; the Maid with all her might 
Tuckt in her Hoop, and ſaw that Things were tight; 
Her Mother, at a Window, from on high, 
Purſues the Coach, with a fore-boding Eye. 


1 


+ The Man that keeps the Raffling- booth. 
An Alluſien to a Paſſage in OEdipus. 


— 


e 


The End of the firſt Canto. 


— 


ND now the Heads, with a peculiar Care, 

Had eat their Oyſters, and proclaim'd the Pair 
Now modeſt Sophs, in haſte thro Barmell paſs, 
Nor ſtop at Mother Brand s, to take a Glaſe: 

The Coaches rattle o'er the ſtony Ground, 

With. Stirbitch ho! the Cambridge Streets refound.' 

And ſee our Gallant Manu ius now prepare, 

To hand our beauteous Heroine to the Fair. 
Genteel, well-dreſt, in ev'ry Point compleat, 

Spruce, tho” not fine, and tho' not foppiſh, neat. 

Now to the Market-Hill in haſte he goes, 

Where numerous Hacks preſent themſelves in Rows: 

His Footman view'd them all, and pitch'd on one, 

By the Braſs Nails, and Paint, his Heart was won. 

A Coat of Arms, tho? half rubb'd out, it bore 
With Toſſels, grac'd behind, and Glaſs before. 
dome Country Squire's, perhaps, in time of old, 
Now by his Coachman, or his Widow, fold. 
Then, in the Coach-houſe it ſecurely lay, 

Never drawn out, but on the Sabbath-day : 
When the good Squire his Farming would forbear, 
And, from the Plough, his lab ring Hapſes ſpare. | 
Now hackt about, and never unemploy'd, 
r 


oc. 


X — — 4. 
— — _ — — —e— 


*4 Colin the Vice-Chancellor, and Heads of the U 
have, of caring Oyſters when gbey proclaim the Fair. 
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And now our Hero, of immortal Fame, 

Paſt thro' the Crowd, and to a Parlour came, 
Where all the Nymphs in Expectation ſat, 
Paſting away the Time, in pleaſant Chat. 

Here Man1ana ſhone above the reſt, 
With beauteous Eyes, and Charms ſuperior bleſt ; 
Long had ſhe fat that Morning at the Glaſs, 
As long conſidering how to ſrame her Face. 


Now Man ri s, after taking to the fair, 
Look's on his Watch, and aid, the time drew near: 
Then from his Seat aroſe, and bending low, 

Offer'd his Hand with a reſpectſul Bow: 
When Marrana, to his great Surprize, 
Drew back in haſte, and thus his Hand denies. 
Pardon m2 Sir — to me this is not due, 
What, take Place of Seniors! and in Cambridge too, 
But ſurely I know better what to do. 
Madam, faid he, theſe Nymphs are always here, 
You, and the Fair, come only once a Year. 
In vain 2 thouſand Arguments he tries, 
He till perſiſts to ask, ſhe ſtill denies ; | 
Thrice he drew near, and thrice renew'd th' Attack, 
Thrice ſhe reſus d, and thrice her Hand drew back. 
Yet Stainmore con'd, ſaid he, this Honour gain, 
Which I'm, it ſeems, unworthy to obtain, 
And am I then fo fall'n, fo little grown, 
To fuch aw abject, ſtate of Fortune thrown, 
That Stazamore, then a better Man is thought, 
To fuch a lowly, mean, Condition brought. 
He faid but ſtill unmov'd remain'd the Dame, 
Th'xcuie, like her unmov'd, was ſtill the ſame; | 
She wou'd not go before an elder Face, 
Not like the reſt of Women, fond of Place. 


 Meav 


STIRBITCH FAIR. 

Man time th' impatient Coachman, at the Gate 
Waits long, or rather, will no longer wait. 

What muſt the Fellow have, young MAN LI s id, 
A Crown was asked, and a Crown was paid. 
At length, the Youth with Rage begins to burn, 
And longs to make a ſuitable Return: 
A lucky Thought, to his pleaſed Fancy roſe; 
Prompting Revenge — Revenge the Hero choſe. , 
The Clock ſtrikes Six — he riſes from his Chair, 
And once again, attempts the cruel Fair; 

The now relenting Nymph, with Eaſe comp!y'd, 
Granted the Favour, which the juſt deny'd: 
Whether ſhe fear'd he'd take ſome defp'rate Courſe, 
Steal it by Fraud, or raviſh it by Force; 
Whether ſhe recollected ſome Miſtake, 
Or did it, purely for another's ſake, 
I; doubtful yet — 
But He regardleſs, were ſhe Wan has. 
Her Hand rejected with a noble Scorn. 
Madam, he cry'd, you honour me too much, 
Your Hand, ſo white, ſo ſmooth, in ſhort *tis ſuch, 
As Stainmore, and your ſelf alone, are fit to touch. | 
Had I thus askt, obdurate, o'er. and o'er, | 8 


* 


The greateſl Favours Woman has in ſtore, 

Lou cou'd not, wou'd not have deny'd them mere. 
but now I gueſs the Cauſe, a Story told, 

When you, and I, were young, in time of old; 
That our two aged Parents did deſign 

To make me yours, and you for ever mine. 

Perhaps you fear the cens ring World may ſay, 

What, Man1ana's gone with him to Diy; 
dell ſhorily leave her Mother in the Lurch, 

Next Turn the takes with him, wil be to Church, 


2 STIRBITCHZFT AIX. 
Dut hear me Nymph, attentively receive 
What I can hardly fay, and you will ſcarce believe. 
Truſt me I had no finiſter Intent; 

Not Courtſhip, but Civility ws meant: 

But, if this ſmall Civility appear 

Too great, for an unwedded Nymph to bear, 
Such as with Marriage only can agrees 

Thy Heart, and lilly Hand, now both are free; 
Many more Nymphs in Cambridge T can find, 
Tho' not ſo beauteous, yet perhaps more kind. 

He faid, enrag'd, he ſuddenly withdrew, 
Tura'd on his Heel, and vaniſh'd from their View. 


T n » Nymphs each other View with ſtaring Eyes, 
And lev: aghall, which teſtity'd Surprize. 

Silerce then 1cign'd zmong a female Throng, 

Which Cþ/z7is wou'd not let continue long: 

And thus ſhe ſaid; —— you were to blame my Jewel, 
Tm fure I never cou'd be half fo cruel: 

Alas my Friend, how Jucklels is thy Fate, 

You may relent, but now reient too late. 

But now ſuppoſe, let's ſet this Caſe aſide, 

And let the Cauſe by Argaments be try'd : 
Since ſhe, that over conſcious of her Charms, 

Wont take a kind young Fellow to her Arms, 

Muſt never with the Nuptial Joys be bleft ; 

But go to Bed — meerly to take her Reſt, 

With a dull Partner in the Nurſery laid, 

An elder Sifter, or, at beſt the Maid: 

| Therefore, the only Comfort that remains, 

To balance Notes, and mourn each others Pains. 
Hear me, ye Nymphs, and you long cruel Fair, 
Whilk Things are thus, as ſurely thus they are, 


* 


Vow, 


$TIRBITCH-FAIR. 
Vow, and proteſt, aud fay whate'er you can, 
"Tis downright Nonſence to refuſe a Man. 
| Che faid ; nor Anſwer, nor Applauſe enſu d, 
The filent fair ones bluſht, and thoughe *twas rude: 
They ſeem'd to diſapprove what they cou'd wiſh, 
And Manlan A made a ſerious Piſh —. 


5 


The End of the ſecond Canto. 


* 
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[EXT AXTALALYL. 
77 Pa PIER FIN 
OIL IZED JOY. 
 FOOEPECEED-EEVEPD' 


CANT O Ih 


Thouſand Cares young Manu l tvs Breaſt il, 
His Cauſe was good, but what cou'd that avail, 
If there were none to propogate the Tale. 
Heralds enough on th'other Side are found, 

With what he wants, his Enemies abound. 


Fon Female Succour, ſee the Hero flies, 


And ſtraight himlſelf to Miſtrefs Fame applies r 
She in a private Lane her Dwelling had, 5 
More publick now, by her Reception made ; . 
And tho' ſhe can't compare with Virgil's Fame, x 
For Ears, and Tongues, her Talking is the fame. 4 
Beſides her Chat, a thonſand little Arts, - 


Gain'd her Admiſſion to the Ladies Hearts. 
She *cou'd rchearſe the Scandal of the Town, 
The Scandal oft pleas'd better than the Gown. 
To pleaſe the preſent, ſhe'd the abſent blame, 
Aud Stitch, by Stifeb, undo a Lady's Fant. 


—_— ——_— #09 —— — 


STIRBITCH-F AIX. 
From old Lampoons, ( by length of Time forgot ) 
The Names of all the Cambridge Toaſts ſhe wrote, 
Their Shapes, Complexians, Ages, and what not. 
To her the Fair diſclo d whate'er they knew, 
And nothing kept in Secret from her view. 


11 


Hza R Mantius ſends — ſhe hears the Vouth's Command, 
And flings the Work unfiniſh's from her Hand. 9 
Ne'er ſtays with Laces to confine heg Waſte, 

But wrapt in looſe Attire, arriv'd in haſte. 

Now, ſhe the Tale with due Attention hears, 

And ſucks it in with ever thiriting Ears. 

But in the midſt of all, th' impatient Tongue, 
Thought that the Ears were gratify'd too long: 
Thrice ſhe got up, and woy'd have ran away 4 
With half a Story, thrice he forc'd her Stay : 

Soen as twas done, ſhe went, or rather flew, 

Longing to eaſe her Mind of all ſhe knew. 


- 


Now was it beſt the Coffee-hquſe to chooſe, 
Or at the Market-croſs proclaim the News:? 
Ney were too private, — ſo ſhe een went home, 
And told the Story to a crowded Room. 
The winged Stery, ſoon as told, took Air, 
Now fpread from the beginning of the Fair, 
Where Cheeſe: pil'd, appear d, = goodly Shew, 

To the extreameſt part of Carlick- Row. 


For in the Heart of all the Fair, there flands 
A Booth, adorn'd by more than common Hands: 
C2 The 


12 STIRBITCH=FAIK 
The Rafiling-booth „tis ed by Men below, 
The Nymphs Delight — by Gods that better know: 5 
Where each puts in a Shilling for a Throw. 
The Nymphs ſurround you, with impatient Eyes, 
Hing round the Box, and flutter round the Prize. 
Ard then, if the propitious Fates ordain 
1: you fling higheſt, and the Raffle gain, 
The 7 dies ſweetly ſmiling, o'er, and o'er, 
Wiſh you much Joy, that you may win em more. 
For various Faneies, there are various Things, 
Some beft like China, ſome delight in Rings. 
As late Aurelia did, (if Fame fays true ) 
What if ſhe did? perhaps ſhe wiſely knew, 
That lergth of Time wou'd bring into Diigrace, 
The fineſt China, as the faireſt Face; 
That Gold, like Vertue, ſpite of Time, or Fate, 
Tho' it ſhou'd loſe its Shape, retain'd its Weight. 
But now not lately at the Fair ſhe's been, 
Nor foremoſt at the Raffling- booth is ſeen. 
Cordemn'd at home to ſpend the tedious Day, 
Ard with Mamma, to paſs the Night away. 
She ask'd, ſhe begg d, they ſay ſhe almoſt cry'd 
To ſee one Play, but ſtern Mamma deny'd. | 
And to her faid, with a forbidding Look, l 
Come Child, and read to me this Godly Book ; 
Here you may learn to fing, and to rejoice, 
Ard charm your Mother with thy Heavenly Voice. 
And wou'd you then my Daughter, wou'd you now, 
| Go ſee thoſe Plays, our Enemies allow; 
_ Thuſe Enemies with whom I always jar, 
And for thy Sake, will ever be at War. 
And for my Pains thy Frowns are my Reward. 


STIRBITCH- FAIR: 


— Gfygere whatever 1 fo, 
„ 
Why doſt thou, Daughter, fuch > Boon require ? 
Thy Brother here, has no fuch low Defire; 
A Thirſt of Knowledge ſets his Soul on fire. 
He, when a Boy, ( fuch Boys you'll ſeldom find) 
Gave early Proofs of a diſcerning Mind. 

To me he ran with great Concern, and laid, 
Here is a fingle, for a double O, 

It ſhen'd be 70, and look Mamma tis f. 

I plac'd upon my Lap the hopeful Boy, 

And ſmiling, view'd him with a Mother's Joy. 
And thus I fpoke —— 

Before a graduate Gown adorns thy Back, 

Thou ſhalt diſtinguiſh twixt an et, and ac. 

Then be a Scholar, thy Mamma to pleaſe, 
And as you grow, you'll merit your Degrees : 

Thy Tongue, unwilling, ſhall in Latin ſpeak, 

Thy learned Head ſhall ſweat in Drops of Greek. 
With ſudden Pleaſure thus inſpir'd, I ſaid, 

Omens conſfirm'd the Prophecy I made. 

From off that Shelf that's o'er · the Cloſet Door, 

fn od Greek Gramwar tumbl's on the Floor : 
Books, which for Ages lay ſecure, now thund'ring (ell, * 


Go Daughter, and thy bright Example ſeg, 
Copy thy Brother, as you'd copy me. 


Sn x ſaid, and to her Work return'd again, 
The fobbing Nymph retir'd, gor durſt complain. 
In vin with Muſick ſhe her Cares appcas'd, 
Which, had it been abroad, bad better pleas'd; 


By what ſtrange Impulſe mov'd, the Gods alone can tell. 


13 


1 


14 STIRBITCH-PAIR: 
In vain with * Circl'd Fancies ſooths her Grief, 

Yet Circled Fancies gives her no Relief. 
And what are fancy'd Circles to compare 
With real Rings, preſented at the Fair. 
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® She wa: very curious in drawing Figures, and Circles for 
Qxilling. * 


The End of the third Canto. 
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C A NT O IV. 


ERE MARIAN A unattended came, 
No Hero now, that durſt attempt the Dame : 
Now horrid Sounds invade her trembling Ear, 
There goes the Gilt, ſhe heard, or ſeem'd to hear. 


ANxr VuR there was, of more than human Race, 
That had more Airs, than Graces, in her Face; 

More Wit, than Sence, and yet, more Spight than Wit, 
But now, and then, ſhe'd have a lucky Hit. 

She'd been, 'tis ſaid, in Marriage now confin'd, 

Had ſhe but met a Gallant to her mind. 
so fad Report — but who'd Report believe ? 
What wou'd the Vanity of Man conceive ? 
CRdit who will, ſuch a notorious Lye, 

That Nymphs ſhou'd ask, who only can deny, 
beware what Favours, Nymphe, for C/ce's ſake, 
le either give, or ſuffer Men to take: 

A Kiſs, a Blow, a Squeeze, a Pinch, 2 Shove 
Kind to themſelves, they all interpret Love: 
Admit them to your Bed-chambers by Nights, 
They'll quickly think you are afraid of Sprights. 


Tuys, Che made the Fops þelieve ſhe low d, 
bit, tha” ſhe courted many, none apptov'd. 


168 STIRBITCH=-FAIR 
In Politics ſhe choſe the Tory-Parr, 

And thought her Country injur'd from her Heart. 
Nor will the gentle Reader now admire, 
We after female Politicks enquire ; 
Since Women often at Guildhalls appear, 
How will the Parliament's ſevere Decree, 

With Women's tender Conſciences agree? 

How cou'd nice ſqueamiſh Ladies ever brook, 

To kiſs with Coral Lips a greaſy Book ? | 
And now the Women's Conſciences are ty d, 


They'll force, tis hop'd, when next Ele&ion's try'd, 
Their Husbands Votes upon the Juſter Side. 
Unhappy Men! by an accurſed Fate, 
Above the Reſt, unfortunately Great: 

Conſtrain'd to wear, by their unlucky Doom, 

* Halters abroad, and Collars when at home. 


HI = E ſneeriog Cie, flirting firſt her Fan, 
To Marian a Rept, and thus began. 
How came you, Madam, on the Horſe - lair-day, 
The great, important Time, ab home to ſlay ? 
When ev'ry rural Nymph, and ruſtick Squire, " 
Were here array'd in all their beſt Attire: 
In their beſt Wigs, ſuch as they only wear, 


To meet the Judge — or come to Stirbitch-Fair : * 
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* In a Fray, which happen d a long time between the Vice · 
Chancellor and the Mayor of om Foun 2 Precegency, the 
Vice-Chancellor was till d; the Mayor was condemn'd to be Nn 
but was pardon d. which Eſcape of bis, entail'd an Hulter upon bi: 
Pofterity ; for the Aldermen to this Day, in their publick Habit 
are oblig'd to wear an Halter, (a Alten ene indeed) as an A 
knwldgement their Predecęſſir s having deſerv' banging. 


STIRBITCH- FAIR 


in their beſt Dreſſes, all the Beauties ſhone, 
The Beauties all were there, but you alone. 


Txv s ſpoke the fleering Serpent full of Guile, 
And ended all with a malicious Smile. 
The beauteous MAA IAN a nought reply'd, 

But bluſhing, turn'd her pretty Head afide. 

Now all the Nymphs, in Troops, around her drew; 
And all the Reafon ask'd, becauſe they knew: 

She, nothing in Reply, or little ſaid, 

But, like a Lilly, hung her drooping Head. 
The laſt of all, ſee, Man L ius ſelf appears, 
From Nymph, to Nymph, the Raffling-cup he bears. 
ToManltana next; a while ſhe ſtood 

Conſus d, abaſh'd, and motionleſs as Wood. 

At length ſhe drop'd her Shilling, Ma nt ius bow' 
the plung'd in Silence midſt the thickeſt Crowd. 


80 when iet to the Stygian Gate 
Alive deſcended, to enquire his Fate, 
The dead Eliſa, his forſaken Love, 
Sudden retir'd into the Mirtle Grove: 
Wailt he expects to hear the Furies Train 
lavok'd againſt a falſe, and perjur'd Swain; 
To hear her call Fove's angry Thunder down, 
Thunder — which her own angry Voice cou'd drown. 
the, with majeſtick Indignation fit d, 
At once, in filent, ſullenneſs, retit d. 
flow much by happy Silence ſhe expreſt, 
Miy by the Trojan Hero's Grief be gueſt. 
ee him in Grief, at Diſtance, yet purſue, 
tle keeps the much lamented Shade in view : 
mM 
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Waring each Footſlep with a falling Tear. 


Zz filent, Ladies, wou'd ye lovely prove, 
Inviolate, this Maxim always hold; 

Let living Di bo teach you how to Love, 
And let the Dead inſtruft ye how to Scold. 
Where ſhall a Virgin hide her bluſhing Face, 
What delart Land, what unfrequented Place: 
Suppoſe ſhe ſpends the tedious Hours at home, 
There, even there ſome idle Fops will come. 
Suppoſe ſhe goes to Church — that ſeems at beſt 
Too publick, tho" more private than the teſt. 
But let her fit conceal'd from mortal View, 
And take the loweſt part of all the Pew, 

In vain — ſome Youth will, with engaging Airs, 
Lean o'er the Side, and interrupt her Pray'rs. 


No w ſhe reſolves to lay her Fears aſide, 
Conſtant at Church, and at the Playhouſe ſeen, 
Unchang'd her Look, and vnconcern'd her Mein: 
Without a Bluſh, thro Troops of armed Foes 
(Such is the Force of Innocence) ſhe goes. 


| Tm «x Players now had ſpent their Tragic Rage, 
And ſtrutted out their Time upon the Stage. 
Summon'd to go, they haſten to obey, 

To Night preſented was the farewell Ply : 
The Play determin'd by no Female Voice ; 
But left entirely to the Actors Choice. 


Willing 
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A Allufiou to that fine Speech in Macbeth — Like the poot 
Player, Oc, 
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Willing to pleaſe each Sex, they now had nam'd, 
Love and 4 Bottle, was the Phy proclaim d ; 
A Play that either Sex alike might move, 
Winz for the Men, and for the Women Loves. 


10 STIRBITCH- FAIR. 
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OW in each College, and in ev'ry Hart, 
The Bells invite, but few obey the Call ; 
Tutors themſelves, impatient of Delay, 
Neglect their Pray'rs, and ſupper for the Play. 
The Conduct prays, now all the reſt are gone, 
And what he likes much better — ſups alone. 


Tarts: Players were not of the paultry kind, 
That le ve their Cloaths, if not their Shirts behind. 
But gen'rous Souls, that ſcorn'd the bilking Trade, 
Their Scenes oft ſhiſted, but their Reck'nings paid. 


To them, the + Conſul of the preſent Year, 
Gave leave on Attick-ground a Booth to rear. 
Tho' frugal Seniors may the Action blame, 


The Youth ſhall praiſe, and conſecrate to Fame, 1 
hole 


— 


— 


* The Norwich Comp 
1 The Vice i Coma: 


STIRBITCH- FAIR. 21 
For they inſtrut the Juniors how to live, 
And ſacred Rules, with good Examples give. 


'THs Booth was crowded; in the lowly Pit 

The humble Penſioners contented fit ; 

Tae Feilow-Commoners ( a nobler Band) 

High on the Stage, in vain forbidden, fland. 

One, with an Air Francois, takes Spaniſh Snuff, 

Ogles the Fair, Genteel, and vain enough. 

One, with the Mufick ſings, in equal Pace, 
In publick View, and hums out ev'ry Grace ; 5 
Perhaps oblervant more of Time than Place. 


| Take no Advantage of the Candle light, 

Which makes fa'ſe Jewels, and falſe Faces bright. 
Of Charms, no Circle hath a greater Store ; 
They ſhine in Beauty, but in Virtue more. 


T u » Cambridge Beauties all, a d:zling Sight, 5 


Ix the Side-Box our N xy Mu # conſpicuous fat, 
By her own Choice, or by the will of Fate: 
No Epilogue to Night the Damſel cry'd, 
6n Epilogue there ir, a Voice reply d. 


Bu T bark! the Bell, behind the Curtain, rings, 
The Fidlers ceaſe, nor more torment the Strings, 
Now on the Stage the King of Strollers trod, 
Prompting behind him an Inſerior flood. 
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better Senſes, in that fatal Day. 
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* The Epilogue began with Theſpis Waggon. 


STIRBITCH-FAIR; 
Oh! that I'd but remain'd obſcure in Town, 
Nor once came here to purchaſe dear Renowns 
No Poet there expor'd in publick View, 

My private Conduct, to 2 grinaing Crew; 

No Wit attackt me there, and whe cou'd fear, 
Or onee ſuſpe®, (ye Gods) fo meet it here. 
But far I'll fly from this deteſted Race, 

And leave this hated, tho my native Place. 
Sooner ſhall Freſhmen, not the Wrangles, dodge ; 
And Rakes take Chambers near the Maſters Lodge. 
Sooner with Whiggiſh Zeal ſhall Tories burn, 
And B—— be reſtor'd — than I return. 
Yes 'tis refolv'd — this very Night I'll go, 
A Coach, my Fortune for a Coach — but oh ! 
'Tis now too late, I am already known, 

By ev'ry Wit, and Prude, throughout the Town. 
I fear, I fear, I ſhall become Cer long, 
The private Pity, and the publick Scorn; 8 


An Heroine in Dittes moſt forlorn ; 

Songs to be ſung by Beggars yet unborn. 

But long, ah long before that fatal Day, 

May I be cold, inanimated Clay, 

Lad this fair Hand, the cauſe of a Diſguſt, 
Reduc'd to Aſhes, and uncomely Duſl. 
Then, even Mani vs, ſhall my Fate deplore, 
And they that blame me moſt, ſhall pity more. 


She faid — the melting Audienc2 nought reply, 
But ſtarting Tears guſh forth from Mantan's Eye. 
After a Pauſe, one wiſer than the reſt, 
Riling, the Fair Afflicted thus addreſt. 


This 


24 STIRBITCH=PAIR. 
This for to morrow, now to Reſt let's go, 
There ſooth in Sleep this bitterneſs of Woe. 

The Nymph obey'd, and with a drooping Head, 
Retir'd in Sorrow, ſupperleſs, to Bed. | 
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To the Norwich LADIES. 


nr Inclination led, not Thirſt of Praiſe, 
12 Kb An alien Muſe preſents her humble Lays: 


358 A modeſt Freedom ſhe preſumes to own, 
2 BE And hopes Protection, from the Fair unknown. 
* For Ages paſt, the Muſes ever found 

The Fair indulgent ; and their Wiſhes crown'd. 
War rz but faintly touch'd the warbling Lyre, | 0 


Til Sacbariſſa ſet his Soul on Fire: 
Nay Myra too, did LANs DOwR 's Muſe inſpire. 


Ir's now, O NORWICH! I, with Tranſport view 
Thy Blooming Fair, to whom my Songs are due. 
As yet a STRANGER, I can little fay, 
But wait with Patience for a clearer Day. 
Time may preſent ſome intervening Pauſe, 
wherein I boldly may exert their Cauſe. 
And far as Faw ber ſpeckled Wings can bear, 
Proclim, how Fair, how Chaſte, and Wiſe they are. 
> 7 „ * 
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26 MISCELLANIES. 
Tro' Duck ſwims ſmoothly on the limpid Stream, 
And Royal Bounty does his Worth proclaim : 
Tho Fortune courts him, with a giving Hand ; 
And Pow'r inveſts him with a magick Wand. 
Vet I, nor envy This, nor That deſpiſe, 
Nor dare I hope high a Pitch to riſe: 
Contented humbly, to beho'd afar, | 
The radiant Luſtre of a rifing Star. 
If ye but ſmile, my utmoſt Wiſh I have; 
Bleſs me in That, let his be Merlia's Cave. 
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ToaFRIEND, 
Who labour'd under Misfortunes. 


>ORTUNE is blind, or will not ſee; 
L Be you my Friend wou'd Happy be. 
To Fools, ſhe Wealth in Plenty gives, 
' The Brave, and Wiſe, too oft deceives, 1 
And leads them hopeleſs to their Graves. | 


MISCELLANIES 27 
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on a Rich Miſer, who offer d his All when 
a Dying, for One Hour's Health. 


| CORESSUS is Sick, yet fain wou'd live, 
To purchaſe Life, his All wou'd give. 
But know vile Wretch, not all thy Store, 8 


Can gain thee now one healthſul Hour, 
For Death does thee, as Time will that Gevour. 


ULLASHAS SHA DEAGASEREL 
LEEDS i eee 


On the Motto (IN PROVIE ME) under 
the Figure of II M E, fixt on the Dial- 
Plate at St. Giles s Church, in Norwich. 


TAY Mortal, ſtay! look up a while and ſee, 
Behold a faithful Monitor in M &. 
Inzzove Ms, that is all! nor ak I more; 
In Peace I'll waſt thee to the wiſht-for-Share, 
Wiere endleſs Bliſs await the Happy Few, 
When T i u E s well ſpent, Eternity's in view. 
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An AcxOSs TICX. 


M atchleſs FENN ETA, ſhews like blooming May, 
O n her ſoft Lips ten thouſand Cupids play. 

L ively, yet Chaſte, Modeſt, without Diſguiſe, 
L ike Hellen fair, and as Minerva wile; 

Y e Gods! how exquiſitly bright her Eyes. 


F riendſhip, from all its ſervile Droſs reſin d, 
E xalts her Worth, and cultivates her Mind. 
Norwich, may well with ancient Sparta boaſt, 
N ow ſhe Out Rivals the fair Grecian Toait. 


53143 CDPCSS.CDY ——— 


On Miſs C. C. 


ER HOL D Crassinva's ſoſt bewitching Face, 

And view with Raptures each peculiar Grace: ” 
Where native Innocence with Beauty's join'd, 
Virtue unlully'd, and a ſprightly Mind. 


Wu ar Anchoret, retir'd to gloomy Cell, 
But wou'd, with Joy, each penſive Thought repel, 
And wiſh his Fate revers'd, with her to dwell. 
To her, devoted, he'd his Time employ, 

To reap the Pleaſures of Connubial Joy, 
Swim on ſoſt Seas of Bliſs which ne er will eloy. 
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MISCEELANIES. 2g 


tas. A. 


On the SAME. 
A SoxG 


RAS SIND A has Charms, which none can deny ; 
Soſt Ruby Lips, and a clear Brillant Eye. 
Bright Virtue, like Argus, ſtands guarding the Fair; 
The Graces, alternate, attend her with Care: 
Then who cin behold, and not to admire, 

Thole Charms, chaſt Love and Virtue inſpire. 


(2) | 
Vink run alone, makes our Joys moſt compleat; | 
F:pells e'ry Doubt our Fears may create: 


Lulls the fond Lover to ſweet baimy Reft ; 


And crowns with Content Ce asstnDa's ſoſt Breaſt. 
How happy's the Youth, who is daom'd to poſſeſs 
This Nymph, which has Beauty, and Wit to excels. 


EE IE eres eto 


2. 's 


On the SAME. 


F T as I gaze on fair CrassInDa's Face, 
I ſtart aſtoniſh'd at each dazling Grace. 
Something Divine there ſhines in her fot Frame, 
Which, nor Art can paint, nor Poet ever name. 
Lo! there Love's God in his own Empire lies, 
And reigns Triumphant in CAAssINDa's Eyes, 
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HEN Zephyrs, firſt waſt the ſoft Breeze, 
How pleaſant and gay ſeem the Trees, 

Where ſweet budding Flowers are ſeen ; 
See Norwich fair Train move along, 

The Floriſt in Splendour to view; 
At Rayner's, behold the gay Throng, 
Where each does her Conqueſts purſue. 


CY 
8 Er Phehus flies ſwiſily away, 
Who once a chaſt Nymph wou'd undo; 
Now corſcious his Rays might betray, 
A Daphne, fair Silvia in you. 
Now Cupid attends on the Fair, 
And Venus does her Charms relign. 
Each Youth, full of Raptures, declare, 
The Cellus, and Graces, are Thiae. 


(3. 
T 11 1 now, I ne'er wiſh'd to be Great, 
Nor at my hard Fate cou'd repiae ; 


vet 


NIS CELLANIES. 
Yet who from fond Love can retreat, 
Betray'd by an Archer Divine. 
Thou Heart- wounding-God, why at me, 
Thy keeneſt ſwift Arrows do fly ; 
And is it thy final Decree, 

That ev'ry true Lover mult Dye ? 


(4+) 

Tuo v blind little Urchin, forbear 

To Wound, where' no Cure you deſign ; 
Releaſe my fond Heart you enſnare, 

Or her's in exchange give for mine. 
What Mortal ſo bold, dare preſume, 

On Silvia to caſt a fond Eye, 
Deſtruction muſt ſure be his Doom; 

Or, like bright 42/72, muſt fly. 


31 


To 


32 MISCELLINIES. 


rss 
— — 


8 
5 eee 


Ab 


To his MISTRESS. 


HO U my Soul's Treaſure, and my only Hope, 
Pride of my Reaſon, and my Paſſion's ſcope: 

Whoſe ev'ry Motion can Delight inſpire, | 
And whoſe bright Eye-Beams ſets my Soul on Fire! 
A thouſand Raptures tingles in each Vein, 
And my warm Boſom throbs with aching Pain. 
Too fierce the Torture for my Breaſt to bear; 
Reaſun's dethron'd — I am all o'er Deſpair. 


Wu o fo accurs'd, cin bear an eq1i! Mind, 
When moſt I Love, alas! molt Scorn'd I find: 
Deſpis ' d, unpitty'd, by a Fair unkind. 

Give me, thou cruel Nymph, my Heart intice, 
Such as it was, before thou didit conſpire 

To raiſe the Flame of Love's eternal Fire. 

Or teach me how I may your Pity move, 
And in Return, I'll ſhew thee how to Love. 


Rzrirer dear Charmer, what for you I bear, 
How my ſwoln Breaſt now burns with anxious Cate. 
What mortal Man cou'd do, I've done, to ſee 
If yet once more, I cou'd my Heart ſet free; 

But all in vain; for OI the Wound's too deep, 
No Art can cure it, but eternal Sleep. 

Be mine what Fate you will, ye Pow'rs Divine, 
Guard, and protect, my ever Lov'd —— 
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To a GENTLEMAN, 
Who defir'd a Poetical Deſcription of Wir 


and JUDGMEN*. 


STR, 


tote ed: 
As labour'd Study ne'er cou'd vet define. 
My Muſe, preſumes not an Icarian Flight, 
Nor dare ſhe ſoar above her uſual Height. 

o pencil WIT, and draw each Line minute, 
Wou'd be indeed, to end a grand Diſpute. 

To level Mountains, or to graſp the Sun, 

As eaſy may by Pigmy-Man be done. 
A thouſand Things of diff rent natures dl, 
Compound that Creature which true Wit you call. 

A flaſhing Meteor; now behold it paſs; 

Now like Champaign, it ſparkles o'er your Glaſs. 

la diff rent Shapes it now attracks the Eye, 

AS wir r, a Pore, a Gay, a WycHnerLy. 
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34 MISCELLANIES; 
Tu z fruitful Genius, by wild Fancy's led, 
Through dreary Shades, or Manſions of the Dead: 
Through pathleſs Wilds ſhe bends a rapid Flight, 
Till diſtant Objefts lead her out of Sight. 
_ But when true JUDGMENT deigns to check the Rein, 
Her fteady Courſe will then the Goal maintain. 
Dedalian Flights her well tryd Wings will take; 
Nor ſoar too high, nor kim too nigh the Lake: 

With well connefted Thoughts ſhe'll grace each Page; 


P. &. 


HIS Anſwer, I hope Sir, will give no Offence, 
> Tho' Maſter of Arts I ne'er yet did commence. 
The witty 4. M. you've tagg'd to my Name, 

More adds to my Mirth, than redounds to your Fame. 
Read This; and ſcan it, as your Fancy thinks fit; 
Perhaps o'er a Bottle "tmay enliv'n your WI T, 
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MISCELLANIES z; 


OB, and her L Ar- Doc. 


A Co x once, reclining, fat, 
Revolving on fame am'rous Chat ; 

Or muling on ſome new Amour, 

deck, pays his Salutation to'er. 

Now erect, the Triſler flands, 

With balmy Tongue he licks her Hands. 

i angry Mood, averſe to Play, 

the drives the fondling Cur away. 

He ſooths, and plays around her Gown ; 

It, fike a Lover, dreads her Frown: 

Tries ev'ry little Art to pleaſe her, 

tut all his Art does nought but teaſe her 

Deaf to Rebukes, again he tries, : 

lin repulſt, away be flies; 

In little Heart, with Anger burns; 

Now this, now that way oft he turns; 

Til by Surprize he ftorms the Fair, 

laps in her Lap, and takes his Manſion ther: 
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On Miſs LIES © 


OU'D Fate indulge in all my Soul cou'd ask, 
At firſt how hard wou'd ſeem the arduous Task? 
When, for my Treaſure, I'd diſdain with Scorn 
That Trifle, which on At/as Head was horn: 
In bleſt O/y-pus wou 'd I ſcorn a Seat ; 3 


But grant Ta15SETTA, Fore, and make my Wiſh comple 
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Another on the Same. 


H O Alexander did the World controul, 
"Twas too minute for his ambitious * 


I burn with far a more ambitious View, 


Tx1:+8m 7m a, only, can its Rage ſubdue. 


 MISCELLANITES 37 


FFF 
22 22223583882 
E2 ES — 


— 
83 
e 


82 


5 


An 0 D E, 


| Humbly Inſcrib'd to the MUSICK-CLUB, 
at the Maid's-Head in Norwich. 


REATHE ye Muſes, ſofteſt Fire, 
Give new Life to each ſilent String: 

The flow ſounding Lute inſpire, 

la fprightly Nates let &——- ſing. 

Hark! L——z tunes the warbling Lye, 

Exch Soul exults with fond Deſire, 

To hear the ſoft bewitching Strain, 

Which C—4, and hg does well maintain. 


Now 
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Now fee the well choſe Band in Concert play, 
To chaſe the gloomy Cares of Night away. 


c E OR U 
Pape 


With Mauffct': % Sound, 
Let ev'ry dull Care, 


15 Be can in Air, 
There's Nun for nought elſe, but Harmony bere. 
— — — 


U. 


No w each Note both ſoſt and clear, 
Hark! Hark again! now K——- fings, 
And J firikes the trembling Strings; 
Fly Diſcord hence, let ev'ry Noiſe be ſtill. 

Be Happy ye Few, 
Who thus can purſue, 

Sole Muſick's alluring Vocation; 
May d, impart, = 
To you all his Art, 

As fit for ſo noble a Station. 


c EO RUS. 


With ü ſoft Sound, 
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Let ev'ry dull Care, 

Be ei in fir, 

Deren Num fir maght elſe, but Harmony bere. 


„ 


Mus ier can calm the troubled Mind, 
And charm the wand'ring Senſe ; 
It eviry Grief can baniſh hence. 
Amphion cou'd once 
Make Stones to dance, 

By Muſick's pow'rful Charm; 
Sad Orphens too 
| Cou'd Wonders do, 

His Song cou'd Death diſarm. 
In Maufick's ſoſt Sound, 
Such Magick is found, 
As wou'd each rude Paſſion aſſange: 
May it ever prevail 
Over Death, and o'er Hell, 
And melt to Remorſe each fierce burning Rage. 
Now Mukick Julls to balmy Reſt, 
ind Joys ſeraphick, ſwells esch Breaſt. 


CHORUS 


Now the Roof does rebound, 
With Mufick's faft Sound, 


Let 


4% MISCELLANIES. 
Let ev'ry dull Care, 
Be voni in Air, 

Thert's Reom for nought elſe, but Harmony here. 


